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Horace Bought A New Set To Help Him 
Overcome His Loneliness. When He 
Turned It On He Thought The Girl 
Had On A Flesh Colored Bathing Suit — 
But She Didn't 


I N about Horace Bagly. He's a nice, 
quiet guy wlio 'mile* and tips his hat to 


By JACK CONNERS 



'TITILLATING TELEVISION 


oml page, glance ai his pocket watch, 
look up the track and sure enough, there 
would be the train rounding the bend. 


tell if he seas on time with his deliveries. 



man. A man people liked to say "hello" 

pity and respect— the respect afforded a 
man of the doth and the pity evoked by 
funerals. Everyone liked Horace. Men 

feel superior and masculine. Women 
liked him (continued on page 55) 





Going Places 
Fashionwise with 


Male fashion trends, like almost 
everything else under the sun, move 
in cycles. First there is austerity, then 
a relaxing followed by casualness, 
and. finally out and out informality. 

In bygone years, London's Savilc 
Row dictated town styles, with the 
French. Riviera generally being tile 
place where die new in sports clothes 
was first seen-and copied. 



California Fashions by Howard Bruno of Carmel-by-the-Sea 






SUNSPOTS: U.S.A. 

With the decline of the lily-white complcxioned beauty 
of the Gay Nineties and the fall of the flat-chested, gin- 
guzzling flapper of the Terrible Twenties, our girls have 

boast all-over tans and the closer they can come to resem- 


bling Tahitian vahine's the happier they-and the men I 
—are. But today's tans arc not those of the pioneer women, I 
whose faces often assumed the texture and color of rough I 
leather front haphazard exposure to the sun, wind and I 
rain. Today's girl goes about the business of soaking up I 
ultra violet rays and a darker complexion with the care I 
and precision of a scientist engaged in research experi- I 
ments. But the girls look much prettier doing it. 




In which authorities in the matter discuss 



MAHOGANY 

and 

MOONSHINE 



"Anip at the dog that bit you," is frequently 

- the gratis advice given to those suffering the morning 
after On occasion, we’ve found, it worts— generally, 
though, the dog has taken an even bigger bite back, at us. 


Recently, we decided to make a survey of the 
universal situation by going to the kennel (might 
be the neighborhood pub, hotel bar or nightclub), 
and, if we discovered a solution, pass it on 


generally, the people 


n't let the dog bite 



I n the course of our travels we came upon three 
Wise Men. In each case they did not profess to have 
a cure all, but admitted confidently that they could at 
least alleviate the suffering of a gallavanting mankind. 


F or your relief and edification, then. M. presents 
on these pages the words of the Wise Ones. 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY HARRISON ST. CHARLES 


AT THE YUKON — Bothwell says he’s 
never concocted a drink of his own. “I let them 
name their own poison," he’ll tell you. Bothwell, 
who looks like another Jack by the name of 
Gleason at a quick glance, has worked at the 
neighborhood tavern on New York’s Third Ave- 
nue for almost ten years. " Strangest drink I’ve 
ever been asked to mix is a ‘Kiss of Death.’ Two 
parts Blackberry Brandy and One part Triple 
Sec. Shaken in ice and strained (ugh) ’’ For a 
pick-me-up he recommends, “A Bloody Mary. 
I've been feeding them to my customers for more 
than six years, and I've never had any com- 
plaints. You know, tomato juice, Vodka and a 
few dashes of Worcestershire." 



the finer points eliminating a hangover — acquiring one . . . 



' AT THE PLAZA — Charley Garritano, head 
• bartender in the Oak Bar (serves men only up 
until cocktail time), says, "I’ve convinced my 
regular customers that cocktails are the dogs that 
take the biggest bites. Most of them now drink 
straight whiskey or wine. If any of them are 
hungover, I recommend milk. It’s a great neu- 
tralizer . If I see someone taking one of those ones 
too many, I try to get them to take a couple of 
glasses of milk' Try it and see.” We promised 
we would. 



AT EL MOROCCO — Demetrio Ferrero, who 
meets more actors and actresses in a night than 
most casting directors meet in a week, believes 
that man can drink anything he wants to, as long 
as he does it in moderation. One of the favorite 
concoctions of Demetrio’ s wide circle of friends 
and patrons who are in need of relief is the white 
of an egg, one ounce of Pernod and a half ounce 
of Anisette. “ Shake well in ice, strain and sip," 
he advises. “If this doesn’t work, though it gener- 
ally does, be more moderate the next time." If 
it doesn't, we will. Demetrio, who was trained 
on the Continent is a firm believer in drink 
complementing food. “No matter how elaborate 
the chef has been with his preparation of the 
food, the fare is incomplete without the wine." 




The Old Reporter's Window 
Faced The Windows Of Some 
Interesting People. He Knew 
Their Stories of Frustra- 
tion, Infidelity, Intrigue 
and Lust . . . 



Timothy paused for a moment at 
the bottom of die thirteen brown 
steps outside the front door and 
made sure of the house number. 
When he was certain the number 
was correct he walked up the stairs 
and into the hallway. 

He found a double row of bells 
and looked for the name Samuel 
Morrison. He ran his finger down 
one row of bells and up the other. 
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'THE BEDROOM WINDOW’ 


bounded up two flights of stairs in the hallway two steps 
at a time and then walked the other two flights one step at 
a time- He arrived on the fourth floor breathless. 

The fourth floor landing was dark and Timothy walked 
around looking at the names on the doors until he found 

knocked. As he had expected, there was no response. 

The city editor had sent Timothy out to find Morrison, 
to his house and ask him. if he's quit. That’s a hell of a way 


straight. Soon he leaned forward eagerly, it seemed to 
up. put out the light and sat down again in the chair to 


















hm Beauty. She has 
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Up to 9 Miles More Per Gallon! 
Up to 20 More Horsepower! 

All From One Simple Change in Your Car! 


FREE BONUS! 
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The Bedr 









jj Investigate. 



That Await YOU 

' NOW 




CUP AND MAIL COUPON NOW 





"And the next course?" I demanded. 

Titillating Television (continued from 
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JL'm just a crazy , mixed-up kid 
Who can’t tell her ego from her id 
Nor right from wrong, unless I’m caught. 
It gives a Jung girl freud for thought. 






You can roam the world and the seven seas, 
tjtok from Tibet to the Pyrenees, 

You can search the Alps and even higher, 

But fi d none to compare with our own Eve Meyer. 


International Beauties 
U. STYLE 



It's Going to Cost and Cost and Cost . . . You . . . 



nothing 



to 

Wear 




line of apple sauce lhal made 

in clothes than in a fig leaf. 

Since that fateful day. "Nothing to 

with both meanings, of the female and 
a call to arms (arms used with both 

day man has been fighting a losing battle. 
No matter what the outcome, he always 
has had to foot the bills. 

What kind of war is this, you ask. in 

delightful war. the only kind ol which 
thoroughly enjoys the lulls between the 


"Nothing to Wearl”) 




Pink Pearls on Black Velvet— Eve and a Black Bikini 





